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It was the custom then in Moscow to attribute all the
troubles of Russia to the British : the blockade that was
starving the people, the subsidized war of Wrangel in the
South, the attack of the Allies at Archangel, and the Poles
who were supported by Allied ammunition, etc. Russian
soil was certainly overrun by foreign armies: French, German,
Rumanian and others, which were a frightful strain on the
resources of an exhausted nation. But Russia could have
disregarded blockades if her organization of transports had
not broken down. In a country which had all too few railways
these were either destroyed or being used for military purposes.
The provisioning of the towns was paralysed.
That is how I see it in the light of retrospection, but " under
the lamp, darkness " I saw and heard only that by which I was
surrounded. I saw great suffering, I was persuaded that it
was all my country's fault.
I knew little and understood less either of communism or of
the conditions (except what I had read in novels) that had
provoked it. The laws of property and the theories of capital-
ism were nothing to me. I had neither property nor capital,
and in spite of my father being an economist I understood
nothing about economics—(as H. G. Wells said to me once,
" What a pity, Clare, that you are not educated ")—but I
was instinctively a revolutionary. My childhood had sowed
the first seeds; I felt as if I never could forget nor forgive
my past.
Like TourgenefFs " Mariana " I was "... unhappy because
I am a ' young lady/ a parasite, that I am completely unable
to do anything—anything I! "
In Moscow I was thankful for an absence of sham values.
The indifference to convention and appearances made life,
even such as it was in those difficult days, far more endurable
than the world into which I had been plunged until my marriage.
Marriage ! Was it not due to those sham values that I married
too late the man I cared for ? I remembered Wilfred's story
of how, in his early struggling days, he had lived in a flat
with a little typist who loved him ; they were so poor they
pooled their earnings. He could afford to live with the typist,
but not with me whom he loved. And I, who loved him,

